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HARVESTER: It was always on the cards that he'd go out

suddenly.
NURSE: Like a candle that you blow out when you don't

want it any more* Where does the flame go then?

[DR. HARVESTER looks at her for a moment reflectively.

HARVESTER: [Kindly.] My dear, Fm afraid you're taking

poor Maurice's death a good deal more to heart than is

quite wise.
NURSE: [With bitterness.} Did you think he was only a case

to me? Even a nurse is human.  Strange as it may seem,

she has a heart like other people.
HARVESTER: Of course she has a heart. But it doesn't do her

or her patients any good if she allows her emotions to

get the better of her common sense.
NURSE: Does that mean you think I've been inefficient?

HARVESTER: No, of course not. Heaven knows, you never
spared yourself. Perhaps you've been trying to do a
little too much for your strength. You take my advice,
my dear, and go for a holiday. What you want is a real
rest.

NURSE: What is it, in your opinion, that Maurice Tabret
actually died of?

HARVESTER: Heart failure.

NURSE: Everybody dies of heart failure.

HARVESTER: Of course. But that's as good a thing as any to
put on tne death certificate.

NURSE: Are you going to have a post-mortem?
HARVESTER: No, why should I? It's quite unnecessary.
NURSE: [Looking him fall in the face.] I don't agree with you.

HARVESTER: [Without a trace of asperity.] I'm sorry. But it's
my affair. If I'm prepared to sign the death certificate I
don't know that anyone else has any right to say any-
thing about it.